— a — | — 


— 


FAREWEL ODES. 
FOR THE YEAR 186. 


B Y I 


PETER PINDAR, Es e. 


l; 
| 


Price THREE SHILLINGS, 


ENTERED AT STATIONERS HALL, 


bh ads — 4; 
——— * 5 , — — — — — 
oy 


* * CEE - 
n = _ 


—_— — 
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Where may be had, 


The Author's former Odes, the LOUSIAD, Canto I.; the EPISTLE to BOS- 
WELL; and BOZZY and PIOZ Zl. 


M,DCC,LXXXVI. 


LYRIC. ODES. 
ODE Il. 


Peter falls of refigning the Laureathhip — He prophefi- 
eth the Triumph of the AgTisTs on his Refignation— 
The ARTISTS alſo propheſy, to PETER's diſadvantage 
—PETER's 44% Comforts, ſhould their propheſy be ful- 
filled, 


P ETER, like fam'd CHRISTINA, Queen of Sweden, 
Who thought a wicked Court was not an Eden, 
This year, reſigns the laure! crown for ever! 

What, all the fam'd Ac ADP EMICIANS wiſn; 

No more on painted fowl, and fleſh, and fiſh, 


He ſhows the world his carving {kill ſo clever. 
A 


#3 
Braſs, iron, woodwork, ſtone, in peace ſhall reſt— 


« Thank God!“ exclaim the works of Mr. We sr. 


« Thank God!” the works of Loutherbourg exclaim— 
For guns of critics, no ignoble game | 


% No longer now afraid of rhiming praters, 


* 


Shall we be chriſt ned Zea-boards, varniſh'd waiters : 


A 


No verſe ſhall ſwear that ours are paſte-board rocks, 


o 


Our trees, braſs wigs ; and mops, our fleecy flocks. 


* Thank Heav'n!” exclaims Rio avp, with ſparkling eyes 
Then ſhall my pictures in importance riſe, 
„ And fill each gaping mouth and eye with wonder.“ 
Monſieur Rigaud, 
It may beſo, _ | 
To think thy ſtars have ade ſo ſtrange a blunder, 
That bred to paint,—the genius of a glazier : 


That ſpoil'd, to make a Dauber, a good brazier. 
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EF 1 
None but thy partial tongue (believe my lays) 
Can dare ſtand forth the herald of thy praiſe : 


Could FAME applaud, whoſe voice my verſe reveres, 
JusT1ct ſhould break her trump about her ears. 


« Thank Heav'n!” cries Mr. Gaxvy; and © Thank God!” 

Cries Mr. Cop LE, that this man'of ode, 

© No more, Barbarian-like, ſhall o'er us ride: 
No more like beads, in naſty order ftrung, 


© And round the waiſt of this vile Monawk hung. 
Shall Academic ſcalps indulge his pride. 


No more hung up in this dread fellow's rhime, 
* Which he moſt impudently calls /ub/ime, 
Shall we, poor inoffenſive ſouls, 
. Appear juſt like ſo many moles, 
«© Trapp'd in an orchard, garden, or a field; 
%% Which MOLE-CATCHERs ſuſpend on trees, 


To ſhow their titles to their fees, 


Like Doc rons, paid too often for the 2% d. 


Pleas'd 


141 
Pleas'd that no more my verſes ſhall annoy : 
Glad that my blifter odes ſhall ceaſe their ſtinging ; 
Each wooden figure's mouth expands with joy— 
Hark ! how they all break forth in ſinging! 


In boaſtful ſounds the grinning ARTISTS cry, 

| | | | „ Lo! PzTEx's hour of inſolence is o'er : 

| | | « His muſe is dead—his lyric pump is dry— 

| His odes, like ſtinking fiſh, not worth a groat a ſcofe. 
0 Art thou, then, weak, like us, thou ſnarling ſniv'ller ? 
| | 66 Art thou like one of us, thou lyric driv'ller ? 


„Our Kings and Queens in glory now ſhall lie, 
« Each unmoleſted, fleeping in his frame; 
„O ur ponds, our lakes, our oceans, earth, and ſky, 
No longer ſcouted, ſhall be put to ſhame : 
oY No poet's rage ſhall root our ſtumps and ſtumplings, 


« And ſwear our clouds are flying apple-dumplings : 
Fame fhall proclaim how well our plumtrees bud, 
And ſound the merits of our marle and mud. 


Our 


1 
Our oaks, Pruſh wood, and our lofty elms, 
No jingling tyrant's wicked rage o erwhelms, 
Now this vile FELLER is laid low: 
In peace ſhall our tone hedges ſleep, 


Our huts, our barns, our pigs and ſheep, 


And wild-fowl, from the eagle to the crow. 


They who ſhall ſee this PETER in the ſtreet, 
With fearleſs eye his front ſhall meet, 

And cry, Is this the man of keen remark ? 
„Is this the wight?” ſhall be their taunting ſpeech ; 
A dog! who dar'd to ſnap each artiſt's breech, 

* And bite Academicians like a ſhark ? 


«© He whoſe broad cleaver chopp'd the ſons of paint: 


** Cruſh'd like a marrowbone each lovely ſaint ; 


* Spar d not the very clothes about their backs : 


* 


The little duck-wing'd cherubims abus d, 


That could not more inhumanly be us d, 


g 


% Poor lambkins! had they fall'n amongſt the 3LAcks. 


B 


He, 


K 
He, once ſo furious; ſoon ſhall want relief, 


„ Stak'd through the body, like a paltry thief. 


«« How art thou fall'n, O Cherokee!” they cry; ö 
40 How art thou fall'n!” the joyful roofs refound ; q 
q 


Hell, ſhall thy body, for a rogue, ſurround, 


* And there, for ever roaſting, may'ft thou lie: 


* Like Dives may'ſt thou ftretch in fires along, 


* Refus'd one drop of drink to cool thy tongue.” 


Ye goodly gentlemen, repreſs your yell, 
Your hearty wiſhes for my health reſtrain ; 
For if our works can put us into h-ll, 


Kind Sirs| we certainly ſhall meet again: 


Nay, what is worſe, I really don't know whether 
We muſt not lodge in the ſame room together. 


1 


ODE I. 


PETER flogs Academicians and Dinner — Pities the PRINCE 
or WaLEs—DuKE oF ORLEANS, Duke Firz]JaMes, 
Count Lauzun, LOoRDS CAERMARTHEN and BRS 
BOROUGH, &C. — and praiſes Mr. WELTjiE — Excul- 
pates the PRESIDENT — Condemns SIR W. CHAMBERS 


and the CommITTEE for their bad Management —PETER 


zalks of viſiting the FRENCH KING and the DUKE or OR- 
LEANS. 


\ HENE'ER Acaptmicians run aſtray, 
Such ſhould the moral Pertr's ſong reclaim— 


Of paint, this ode ſhall nothing ſing or ſay, 


My eagle ſatire darts at diff rent game 
Againſt decorum I abhor a inner; 


And therefore laſh the Academic dinner.. 


Tht 


$1 


Th' Acapenr, tho marvellouſly poor, 


Can once a year afford to eat: 


By means of kind donations at the door, 
The members make a comfortable treat. 
Like Gipſies in a barn, around their KING, 


That annual meet, to eat, and dance, and ſing. 


A feaſt was made of fleſh, fiſh, tarts, creams, jellies, 


To ſuit the various qualities of bellies : 
Mine grumbl'd to be aſk'd, and be delighted; 


But wicked PETER's paunch was not invited. 


Yet tho' no meſſage waited on the bard, 

With compliments from Academic names ; 
The PRINCE or WALEs received a civil card, 

His GRACE or ORLEans too, and DUkE FITZjJAMES ; 
Count de Lauzun, and Count Conflan, 


A near relation to the man, 


In 


„ 


[ 9 } 
In whoſe poor ſides old HAwEE once fix d his claws, 
Were welcom'd by the Academic Lords, 
Either by writing, or by words, 


To come and try the vigour of their jaws, 


Unfortunately ſor the modeſt Dur=s, 

The nimble artiſts, all with greyhound looks, 
Fell on the meat, with teeth prodigious able ; 

Seiz'd, of the Synagogue, the higheſt places, 

And left the poor forlorn, their Gall L ic GRACES, 
To nibble ar the bottom of the table ! 


There ſat, too, my good Lord Caermarthen, 
As one of the Canaille, not worth a farthing ! 


But what can 7zizles, virtues, at a feaſt, 


Where glory waits u pon the greateſt beaſt? 


To ſee a ftone-cutter and maſon 
High mounted o'er thoſe men of quality ; 
By no means can our annals blazon 3 


For feats of courtly hoſpitality. 
C 


I've 


f * J 
ve heard, however, one or two were tanners: 


Granted—it doth not much improve the manners, 


They probably, in anſwer, may declare, 
They thought the feaſt juſt like a hunt; 

In which, as ſoon as ever ftarts the hare, 
Each WMimrod tries to be firft in upon t: 


As he's the greateſt, 'midit the bowling fuſs, 
Who fr} can triumph o 'er poor dying russ. 


* 


* PETERS moſt juſtly rais'd his eyes of wonder, 
And wanted decently to give them grace; 
But bent on ver 52 and on turbot-plunder, 


A clattering peal of knives and forks took place: : 


Spoons, plates, and diſhes, ratling round the table, 
Produc'd a new edition of o Babel. 


* A reſpectable Clergyman, and one of the Academicians. 


They 
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They had no mach, o'er a Grace, to nod; 
Nor time enough to offer thanks to Gop : 
That might be done, they wiſely knew, 
When they had nothing elſe to do. 


His H1cnness entering ſomewhat rather late, 
Could ſcarcely find a knife, or fork, or plate: 
But not one ſingle maiden diſh, 

Poor gentleman! of fleſh or fiſh. 

Moſt woefully the pa//ry had been paw'd, 

And trembling jellies barbarouſly claw' d. 


7 In ſhort, my gentle readers, to amaze, 
His HiGnness pick'd the bones of the R. As. 


O * Weltjie, had thy lofty form been there, 
And ſeen thy Px IN ox ſo ſery'd with ſcrap and flop, 
Thou ſurely wou'dfſt have brought him better fare 


A warm beef ſteake, perchance, or mutton chop. 


* The Prince's German Cook. 


Thou 
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Thou would have ſaid, « De PxENcE or Marre, by Got, 


«© Do too muſh honour to be at der feaſt ; 


<< Vere he can't heb von beet of meat dat's hot, 


& But treated vid de bones juſt like a beaſt. 
% De PRENCE, he vas too great to fit and eat 
«© De bones and leafings of de meat; 
% And munſh vat dirty low-lif'd rogues refuſe, 
By Got! not fit to vipe de PRExCE's ſhoes [” 


Great Beſborough's Earl, too, came off ſecond beft ; 
His murmuring ſtomach had not half a feaſt; 
And therefore it was natural to utter 
To rectify the fault, with joyleſs looks, 
His Lordſhip bore his belly off to BROOK Es, 
Who filled the grumbler up with bread and butter, 


Sirs! thoſe manœuvres were extremely coarſe— . 
This really was the effence of ill-breeding : 
Not for your ſouls could you have treated worſe, 

Bum-bailiffs, by this dog- like mode of feeding. 


Grant 


(38-1 
Grant, you eclips d a pack of hounds; with glee 
Purſuing, in full cry, the fainting game— 
Surpaſs'd them, too, in gobling down the prey : 
Still, Great R. As., I tell you 'twas a ſhame : 


Grant, each of you the wond'rous man excell d, : 
Who beat a butcher's dog in eating tripe ; 
And that each paunch with gutling was ſo ſwell d, 


Not one bit more could paſs your ſwallow-pipe : 


Grant, that you dar'd ſuch /ufing feats diſplay, 
'That not a ſoul of you could walk away : 

Still, *midft the triumphs of your gobling fame, 
I tell you, Great R. As., it was a ſhame. 


Grant, you were greas d up to the noſe and eyes, 
. Your cheeks all ſhining like a lantern's horn, 
With tearing hams and fowls, and giblet pies, 
And ducks, and geeſe, and pigeons newly born: 
1 | Tho' 


1 4 ] 


Tho' great, in your opinion, be your fame, 


I tell you, Great R. As., it was a ſbame. 


This, let me own—the candour-loving MUSE 


Moſt willingly Six Joshua, can excuſe, 


Who tries the nation's glory to increaſe; 


Whoſe genius rare, is very ſeldom nodding, 


But deep, on painting ſubjects, plodding 
To rival Italy and Greece. 


But pray, * SIX WILLIAu, what have you to ſay? 


No ſuch impediment is in your way: 


Genius cant hurt your etiquette attention; 
And Meſſieurs Tyler, Wilton, and Rigaud, 
Have you a genius to impede you ?—No |! 


Nor many a one beſides that I could mention. 


This year (God willing) I ſhall viſit France, 


And taſte of Lovis, GRAND Moxaraque |! the prog: 


His GRACE oF 'ORLEANS, fo kind, perchance, 


May afk me to his houſe to pick a frog: 
* Sir W. Chambers. 


L 18 J 


And yet, what right have I to viſit here ? 


To ſee a man fo vilely treated here. 


Ye ROTAL ARTISTS, at your future feafts, 


I fear you'll make their GRAcks downright DanitLs: 


And as the PRor HET din'd amongſt wild beaſts, 
The DuxEs will join your pointers and your /paniels. 


ODE 
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Tuſt like the man 


ODE III. 


Peter giveth ſage Advice to mercenary Artiſts, and telleth a 


moſt delectable Story of a Country fen and a Peripa . 
tetic Razor- ſeller. 


F ORB E AR, my friends, to ſacrifice yourifanc 
To ſordid gain, unleſs that you are ftarving : 
I own that hunger will indulgence claim 
For hard ſtoneheads, and landſcape carving, 
In order to make haſte to ſell and eat; 
For there is certainly a charm in meat : 
And in rebellious tones, will ftomachs ſpeak, 


That have not taſted victuals for a week. 


But yet there are a mercenary crew, | 


( 


Who value foie no more than an old ſhoe; 
Provided for their daubs, they get a ſale; 
but ftay—T'll tell the "TE. 


A fel- 


,, ² Sa A i ES 


EI 


A fellow in a market town, 


Moſt muſical, cried razors up and down, 0 
And offer d twelve for eighteen pence; 
Which certainly ſeem' d wondrous cheap, 


And for the money, quite a heap, 


As ev'ry man wou'd buy, with caſh and ſenſe. 


A country bumpkin the great offer heard: 
Poor Hodge, who ſuffer'd by a broad black beard, 
That ſeem'd a ſhoe-bruſh ftuck beneath his noſe : 
With chearfulneſs the eighteen pence he paid, 
And proudly to himſelf, in whiſpers, ſaid, 
This raſcal ftole the razors, I ſuppoſe.” 


No matter if the fellow be a knave, 
Provided that the razors Have; 
It certainly will be a monſtrous prize : 
So home the clown, with his good fortune, went, 


Smiling in heart, and ſoul, content, 


And quickly ſoap'd himſelf to ears and eyes. 


A 


Being 
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Being well lather'd from a diſh or tub, 


Hodge now began with grinning pain to yrs 
Juſt like a hedger cutting furze : 

"Twas a vile razor I- then the reſt he try'd— 

All were impoſtors—** Ah,” Hodge ſigh'd! 


«« I wiſh my eighteen pence within my purſe.” . 


In vain to chace his beard, and bring the graces, 
He cut, and dug, and winc'd, and ſtamp'd, and ſwore ; 
Brought blood, and danc'd, blaſphem'd, and made wry faces, 


And curs d each razor's body o'er and o'er: 


His MUZZLE, form'd of oppoſition ſtuff, 
Firm as a Foxite, would not loſe its ruff; 

So kept it—laughing at the fteel and ſuds: 
Hodge in a paſſion, ſtretch'd his angry jaws, 
Vowing the direſt vengeance, with clench'd claws, 


On the vile EAT that ſold the goods, 


« Razors! 


19 J 


«© Razors! a damn'd confounded dog, 


Not fit to ſcrape a hog !” 


Hodge ſought the fellow found him, and begun— 
% P'rhaps, Maſter Razor-rogue, to you tis fun, 
That people flea themſelves out of their lives: 
You raſcal for an hour have I been grubbing, 
Giving my ſcoundrel whiſkers here a ſcrubbing, 


With razors juſt like oyſter knives; 


Sirrah! I tell you, you're a knave, 


To cry up razors that can't ſhave. 


« Friend, quoth the razor- man, I am no knave: 
As for the razors you have bought, 


Upon my foul I never thought. 
That they wou'd have. 


[ 20 } 
* Not think they'd ſhave?” quoth Hodge, with wond ring eyes, 
And voice not much unlike an Indian yell; 
What were they made for then, you dog ?” he cries : 


Made!“ .quoth the fellow, with a ſmile,—** zo fell. 


ODE 


> 


8 . 


ODE IV. 


Peter ob ſerveth the Lex Talionis. 


\ \ EST tells the world that PETER cannot bg : 
PETER declares point blank, that WesT can't pain. 
Wesr ſwears I've not an atom of /ub/ime— 


I ſwear, he hath no notion of a ſaint : 


And that his croſs-wing'd cherubims are fowls, 


Baptiz'd by naturaliſts, ow!/s : 
Half of the meek apoſtles, gangs of robbers : 
His angels, ſets of brazen-headed lubbers. 


The Holy Scripture ſays, “ All fleſh is graſs; — 
With Mr. Weſt, all fleſh is brick and braſs; 


Except his horſe-fleſh, that I fairly own 
Is often of the choiceft Portland ſtone. 
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I've ſaid too, that this artiſt's faces 


Nel er paid a viſit to the Graces: 


That on Expreſſion, he can never brag : 
Yet for this article hath he been ſtudying ; 
But in it, never could ſurpaſs a pudding — 


No, gentle reader, nor a pudding bag. 


I dare not ſay that Mr. WEST 
Cannot ſound criticiſm impart : 
I'm told the man with zechnicals is bleſt, 


That he can talk a deal, upon the art: 


Ves, he can talk, I do not doubt it 
About it, goddeſs, and about it!” 


Thus, then, is Mr. WES deſerving praiſe— 
And let my juſtice the fair Laud afford: 
For, lo! this far-fam'd artiſt cuts 59th ways; 


Exactly like the ANGEL GABRIEL's ſword * 


The- 


11 


The beauties of the art, his converſe ſhows : 


His canvaſs, almoſt ev'ry thing that's bad / 
Thus at th' Ac ADE MV, we muſt ſuppoſe 


A man more uſeful, never could be had : 


Who in himſelf, a %, ſo much can do; 
Who is both precept and example too! ? 
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The grim- look Tyrant's heavy horſe of war. 


1 24 ] 


ODE V. 


Great Advice is given to Gentlemen Authors—To Mr. Webb 
and Mr. H. Walpole particularly PETER taketh the Part 
of Lady Lucan—Showeth wonder ful Knowledge in the Art 
of Painting — Adminiftreth Oil of Fool, oulgarly called 
Praiſe, to the Squire of Strawberry Hill. 


ASTRONOMERS ſhould treat of ſtars and comets, 
Phyſicians of the bark and vomits : 
Of apoplexies thoſe light troops of DEATH, 


That uſe no ceremony with our breath ; 


Ague and dropſy, jaundice and catarrh, 


Farriers ſhould write on farcys and the glanders : 


Bug-Doctors only upon bed-diforders : 
Farmers on land, ploughs, pigs, ducks, geeſe and ganders : 


Nightmen alone, on aromatic ordures : 


The 


28 J 
The Artiſts ſhould on painting ſolely write: 
Like David, then they may good thinks indite. 
But when the mob of gentlemen, 


Break on their province and take up the pen, 


The Lord ha ve mercy on the art! 


I'm ſure their gooſe-quills can no light impart. 


This verſe be thine, “ Squire Webb—it is thy due. 
Pray, Mr. Horace F Walpole, what think you Y 


Horace, thou art a man of taſte and ſenſe, 
Then don't, of folly, be at ſuch expence : 
Do not to I LADY Lucan pay ſuch court 


Her wiſdom ſurely will not thank thee for't— + 


ſcience. 


+ A gentleman well known in the literary world, an amateur in the Graphic 
line, Ps rhe, 


| 
* Author of a Treatiſe on Painting, who ſeems to diſplay more erudition than 


+ A Lady of great ingenuity in the miniature department, 


* - 
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Ah! don't endeavour thus to dupe her, 
By ſwearing that ſhe equals “ COO ER. 


So groſs the flattery, it feems to-fſhow 
That verily thou doſt not know 


The pow'rs requir'd for copying a piclure, 


And thoſe for copying Dame Mature : 
Alas! a much more arduous matter ! 


So don't expoſe thyſelf, but mind my ſtricture. 


Thoul't ſay it was mere compliment: 
'That nothing elfe was thy intent, 

Altho' it might diſgrace a boy at ſchool : 
I grant the fact, and think that no man 
Says or writes fillier things to woman; 


But ſtill tis making each of you, a fool. 


Vet, Horace, think not that I write 
Through ſpite: 


* A famous miniature painter in the time of Cromwell. 


Think 
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Think not I read thy works with jealous pain: 
Lord! no, thou art a favourite with me : 
think thee one of ws, un bel eſprit— 

By heav'ns! I like the windmill of thy brain: 
It is a pretty and ingenious mill : 


Long may it grind on Strawb'rry Hill. 


ODE 
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ODE VI. 


PETER ill continueth to give great Advice, and to exhibit deep 
Reflection. Hie telleth a miraculous Story. 


ITRAERE is a knack in doing many a thing, 
Which labour cannot to perfection bring: 
Therefore, however great in your own eyes, 


Pray do not hints from other folks, deſpiſe: 


A fool on ſomething great, at times, may ftumble, 
And conſequently be a good adviſer : 


On which, for ever, your w/e men may fumble, 


And never be a whit the wiſer. 


Yes! I adviſe you, for there's wiſdom, in't, 


Never to be ſuperior to a hint— 


11 


The genius of each man, with keeneſs view 


A ſpark, from this, or t'other, caught, 


May kindle, quick as thought, 


A glorious bonfire up, in you. 


A queſtion of you, let me beg 

Of fam'd Columbus and his egg, 
Pray, have you heard? * Yes.” -O, then if you pleaſe, 
Fl give you the two Pilgrims and the Peas. 


H The 
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The PILGRIMS and the PEAS. | 


A true Story. 


A Brace of ſinners for no good, 
Were ordered to the Virgin Mary's ſhrine, 


Who at Loretto, dwelt in wax, ſtone, wood, 


And in a fair white wig, look'd wondrous fine. 


Fifty long miles had thoſe ſad rogues to travel 
With ſomething in their ſhoes, much worſe than gravel : 
In ſhort, their toes ſo gentle, to amuſe ; 


The PRIEST had ordered peas into their ſhoes: 


A noſtrum famous in old Popiſh times 


For purifying ſouls, that ſtunk of crimes : 
JA ſort of apoſtolic ſalt, 


That Popith parſons for its powers exalt 


For 
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For keeping ſouls of ſinners, /weez, 


Juſt as our kitchen ſalt keeps mea. 


The knaves ſat off on the ſame day, 
Peas in their ſhoes, to go and pray: 
But very diff rent was their ſpeed, I wot : : 
One of the ſinners gallop'd on, 
Light as a bullet from a gun; 


The other limp'd, as if he had been bot. 


Ons ſaw the VIRGIN ſoon—peccav! cried 
Had his ſoul whitewaſh d all ſo clever; 
'Then home again he nimbly hied, 


Made fit, with ſaints above, to live for ever. 


In coming back, however, let me ſay, 

He met his brother rogue, about half way 
Hobling with outſtretch'd bum and bending knees ; 
Damning the ſouls and bodies of the peas : 
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His eyes in tears, his cheeks and brows in ſweat, 


Deep ſympathizing with his groaning feet, 


« How now,” the light-toed, whitewaſh'd pilgrim, broke— 
„ You lazy lubber l“ 
© Ods curſe it,” cried the other, „tis no Joke— 


* 


My feet, once hard, as any rock, 


& Are now as ſoft as blubber. 


Excuſe me, Virgin Mary, that I ſwear 
As for Loretto I ſhall not get there ; 
No! to the Dev'l my ſinful ſoul muſt go, 


« For damme if I ha'nt loft ev'ry toe. 


. 
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But, brother ſinner, do explain 


« How tis that you are not in pain: 


„ What Pow'n hath work'd a wonder for your toes: 
Whilſt 7, juſt like a ſnail, am crawling, 


Now ſwearing, now on Saints devoutly bawling, 


* 
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« Whilſt not a raſcal comes to eaſe my woes? 
: How 


4 
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« How is't that you can like a greyhound go, 
„Merry, as if that nought had happen'd, burn ye!” 
« Why,” cried the other grinning, © you mult know, 
« That juft before I ventur'd on my journey, 
«« 'To walk a little more at eaſe, 


I took the liberty to boil n peas.” 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
E - ' ODE 
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ODE VII. 


PETER grinneth. 


Younc men, be cautious of each critic word, 


That blaſphemous may much offence afford— 

I mean, that wounds an ancient maſter's fame : 
At Titian, Guido, Julio, Veroneſe, 
Vour length'ning phiz, let admiration ſeize, 


And throw up both your eyes at Raphael's name. 


Ev'n by a printſhop ſhould you chance to paſs, 
Revere their effigy inſide the glaſs : 

Juſt as with Papiſts, the religious care is 
In churches, lanes, to bend their marrow-bones 


To bees-wax ſaints, bon-dieux of ſtones, 


And beech, or deal, or wainſcot Virgin Marys, 


W hate'er 
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Whate'er their errors, they no more remain, 


For Time, like Fuller's earth, takes out each ſtain : 


Nay more—on faults, that modern works wou'd tarniſh, 


Tiux ſpreads a ſacred coat of varniſh. 


Spare not on brother artiſts backs, the laſh ; 


Put a good wire in't—let it af ; 


Since ev'ry ftroke with int'reſt is repaid : 


For though you cannot kill the nan, outright ; 


Yet by this effort of your rival ſpite, 


Fifty to one, if you don't ſpoil his ?rade. 


His ruins may be feathers for your neft— 
The maxim's not amiſs—probatum eff. 
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ODE VIII. 


The Poet enquires into the State of the EXHIBITION — Laſhes 
Father Tins for making great . Geniuſes, and deſtroying 
them — Praiſes REYNOLDS — Fancies a very curious Dia- 
logue beeween KinG ALEXANDER, and the Deer the 
Subject of Mr. WES r's Picture — — to Mr. WESsr's 
Ræſurrection. 


Wu, Muſe! what is there in the Exhibition ? 
How thrive the beauties of the Graphic art? 
Whoſe racing genius, ſeems in beft condition 
For GLozy's plate, to fart? 


Say what ſly rogues old Fame cajole 2 
Speak, who hath brib d her trumpet, or who Hole? 


For much is frais d that ought in fires to mourn.— 


Nay, what would ev'n di/grace a fire to burn. 


What 
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What artiſt boaſts a work ſublime, 
That mocks the teeth of raging Tl? 
Old fool who after he hath form'd with pains, 
A genius rare, 
To make folks fare, 
Knocks out his brains: 
Like children, 2ol/s creating with high brags : 
Then tearing all their handy works, to rags. 


Lo! Rxrxor ps ſhines with undiminiſt'd ray! 
Keeps, like the BIRD of Jovx, his diſtant way 
Yet, ſimple portrait ſtrikes too oft our eyes, 
Whilſt His r'nv, anxious for his pencil, ſighs: 


We don't deſire to ſee on canvaſs live, 
The copy of a jowl of lead ; 


When for th' original we wou'd not give, 


A ſmall pin's head, 


K 


Th 
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This year, of picture, Mr. WEST 


Is quite a Patagoaian maker 
He knows that 41k is not a jeſ; 
So gives us painting by the acre: 


But ah! this ART IS r's bruſh can never brag 


Upon KING ALEXANDER and the STAS :. 


For as they play'd at loggerheads, a rubber; 


We ſurely ought to ſee a handſome battle, 


Between the MoNARcH and the PIECE or CATTLE : 


Whereas , each keeps his diſtance, like a lubber. 


His MajzsTyY upon his breech laid low, 
Seems preacbing to his horned foe ; 
Obſerving what a very wicked thing 

To hurt the ſacred perſon of a Kine: : 


And ſeems, about his buſineſs , to intreat him. 
To march, for fear the hounds ſhould eat dim. 5 


11 


4 The STac appears td ſay in plaintive note, 
| % I own Kino ALEXANDER; my offence : 


«« True! I've not ſhow'd my loyalty, nor ſenſe; 


«© $o bid your huntſman come and cut my throat. 


The cavalry adorn'd with fair ftone bodies, 
Seem on the dialogue with wonder, ſtaring ; 
And on their flinty backs, a ſet of NODDIES, 
Not one braſs. farthing for their MASTER, caring. 


Behold ! one fellow lifts his mighty ſpear 
To ſave the owner of the Scottiſh: Crown; 
Which harmleſs hanging o'er the gaping deer, 


Seems in no. mighty hurry to. come down, 


Another on a: Pegaſus, comes flying ! 
His phiz, his errand, much belying ; 


For if he means to aße the beaft ſo cruel, 


God knows, tis with a face of water-gruel. 


1 ] 
So then, ſweet Muſe, the picture boaſts no merit— 
As flat as diſh-water,.or dead ſmall-beer— 
Or what the mark, is tolerably near; 
As heads of Aldermen, devoid of ſpirit. 


Well then! turn round—view t'other fide the room, 


And ſee his Saviour mounting from the tomb : 
Is this piece too with painting ſins ſo cramm'd— 


Born to increaſe the number of the damn'd? 


My ſentiments by no means I refuſe— 


Was our REDZEMER like that wretched thing, 


I do not wonder that the cunning Jews 
Scorn'd to acknowledge him for KING. 
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ODE IX. 
PETER moraliſeth, and giveth good Advice. 


Envy and JEALOUSY, that pair of devils, - 
Stuff'd like PAxnDpora's box with wond rous evils, 
1 hate, abhor, abominate, deteft : 


Like CIRcE turning nan into a beaſt. 


Beneath their cankering breath, no bud can blow : 


Their blackning pow'r reſembles ſnut in corn, 
Which kills the riſing ears that ſhould adorn, 


And bid the vales with golden plenty, glow. 


Yet fierce in yonder dome, each demon reigns : 


Their poiſon ſwells too many an artift's veins : 
Draws from each lab'ring heart, the fearful ſigh, 


And cafts a ſullen gloom on ev'ry eye. 
L 
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BRUSsHUuEN I accept the counſel PETER ſends, 


Who ſcorns th' acquaintance of this brace of fiends : 


Should any, with ancommon talents tower: 
To any, is ſuperior ſcience giv n— 

O, let the weaker feel their happy pow'r: 
Like plants, that triumph in the dews of Heav'n. 


Be pleas d like REYNoLDs to direct the blind: 
Who aids the feeble fault'ring feet of youth: 
Unfolds the ample volume of his mind 


With genius ftar'd and Nature s ſimple truth: 


Who tho' a Sun, reſembles not his Brot ber, 
Whoſe deams fo full of jealouſy conſpire, 
Whene er admitted to the room to /mother 


The humble kitchen, or the parlour fire. 
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ODE X. 


PR TER ſpeaketh figuratively — Accommodateth himſelf to vul- 
gar Readers — Laſheth Pretenders 1 Fame — Concludeth 


merrily. 
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A Mo deſt love of praiſe, I do not blame— 


But I abhor a Rape on M1sTREss FamME— 
Altho' the Lady is exceeding chaſte ; 


Young forward bullies ſeize her round the waift, 


Swear nolens, volens that the ſhall be &/s'd; 
And tho” the vows, ſhe does not Mie em, 


Nay threatens, for their impudence to frribe *, em 


The ſaucy raſcals ſtill fer A. 


Reader!—of images, here's no. confuſion— 
Thou therefore underftand'f the bard's alluſion ; 
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But poſſibly thou haſt a zhickiſh head : 


And therefore no va quantities of brain 


Why then, my precious P16 of LRA, 


"Tis neceflary to explain. 


Some ARTISTS, if I /o may call . 
So ignorant (the foul fiend, h- em!) —— 
Mere drivlers in the charming art; 
Are vaſtly fond of being prais l: 45 
Wiſh to the ſtars, like Blanchard, to be rais d: 


And rais'd they ſhould be, reader from a cart. 


If diſappointed in ſome STENToOR s tongue; 
Upon zhem/elves, they pour forth proſe or ſong ; 
Or Suy it in ſome venal paper, | 


And then heroically, vapour. 


What prigs to immortality, aſpire, 
Who ſtick their traſh around the room }— 
Traſh meriting a very diff rent doom, — 


I mean the warmer regions of the fire / 


Heav'n 


]. 
Heav'n knows, that I am anger d to the ſoul, 
To find ſome blockheads of their works, /o vain— 


* 


So proud to ſee them hanging, cheek by jotol, 
With * Bir, whoſe-pow'rs, the at's high fame, ſuſtain: 


A. 


To wond'rous merit, their pretenſiom 


On ſuch icinity—ſuſpenſion 7 


Brings to my mind, a not unpleaſant ſtory, 
Which, gentle readers, let me lay before ye. 


A ſhabby FELLow chanc'd, one day, to meet 


The BRITIsH Rosc ius in the ſtreet: 

GARRICK, on whom our nation juſtly brags— 
The fellow hugg'd him with a kind embrace— 
4 Good Sir, I do not recoliect your face, 


Quoth Garrick—** No ?” replied the man of rags- 
*The Preſident. 


M << The 
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*The boards of Drury, you and I have trod 


Full many a time together, I am ſure— 
c When?“ with an oath, cried Garricx— for by Ges 
. ] never ſaw that face of yours, before |— 
What characters, I pray, 
„Did you and / together play?“ 


« Lord l quoth the fellow, <« think not that I mock— 
«© When you play'd HAML Er, Sir, I play'd the * Cock.” 


In the Ghoſt Scene. 


ODE 
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ODE XL 


Perzr falleth ſenſibly, and knowingly — recommendeth it to 
ARTISTS 70 prefer Pictures for their Merit — Diſcovereth 
muſical Knowledge, and ſhoweth, that he not only hath kept 
Company with Fid-lers, but Fiddle-makers — He ſatirizerh 
the Pſeudo-Cognoſcenti — Praiſeth his ingenious Meigbbour 
SIR JOSHUA. 


By; not impos d on by a name; 
But bid your eye the picture's mer: trace: 


Poussin at times in outline may be lame, 


And Gu1po's angels deftitute of grace. 


Yet lo! a picture of ſome famous ſchool : 
A warranted old Daub of reputation, 
Where charming ?AINTING's almoſt ev'ry rule 
Hath ſuffer'd a/moft every violation ; 
| Oft 
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Oft hath been gaz'd at, by devouring eyes, 
Where NaTuRE baniſh'd from the picture, ſighs. 


So ſome old DuTcuxss as a badger grey: 
Her ſnags, by Tims ſure DxNTISr, ſuatch'd away, 
With long, lank, flannel cheeks ; 
Where AGE in ev'ry wrinkled feature, 


Unto the poor weak ſhaking creature, | 


Of death, unwelcome tidings , ſpeaks; 


Draws from the gaping mob, the enuying look, 


Becauſe her o-wNER chanc'd to be a DuxEe. 


How many paſteboard rocks, and iron ſeas: 


How many torrents wild, of fill fone water: 


How many brooms, and broomſticks meant for trees, 


Becauſe the fancied labours of * SALVATOR; 
Whoſe pencil, too, moſt groſſiy may have blunder'd, 
Have brought the bleſt poſſeſſor: many a hundred? 


* Salvator Roſa. 


Thus 
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Thus prove a crowd, a * $TAINER, or | AMATI ; 
No matter for the fiddle's ſound : 
The fortunate ypossEss OR ſhall not bate ye 


A doit, of fifty, nay a hundred pound : 


And tho', what's vulgarly baptiz d a rep, 


1 


z Shall in a hundred pounds be deem'd dog- cheap. 


It tickles one exceſſively to hear 
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Wiſe prating pedants the o Maſters, praiſe : a 
Damning by wholeſale, with ſarcaſtic ſneer, 

The wretched works of modern days: : 
Making at living wights, ſuch fatal puſhes, 
As if not good enough to wipe their bruſhes. 


And yet on each wiſe cogno/cente aſs, 
Who ſhall for hours, on paint, and ſculpture din ye; 
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A perſon with facility may paſs, 
RIGAup for RAyHAEL—BACON for BERNINI: 
* A German fiddle- maker. 
+ A. maker of the fiddles called Cremonas. 
| N Or 
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Or litile as an oven to VES vlus, 


WIIIL TYLER for PAL L ADIO or Vitruvivs! 


One wou' d imagine by the mad'ning fools, 
Who talk of nothing but the ancient ſchools, 

And vilify the works of modern brains; 
They think poor Mother NaTuRE's art is fled, 
That now ſhe cannot make a head, 

Who took with old Italian nobs ſuch pains: | 
Nay, to a driv'ller turn'd, her pow r ſo ſunk is, 


Tame ſoul! that nothing now, ſhe makes, but monkies : 


Look at your favrite REYNOL DS, is their ſtrain, — 

e Allow'd by all, the 7 in Eurore's eye: 
One atom of repute, can Reynolds gain, 

46 When Trrrax, RUBENS, and VANDYKE, are nigh? 
«© Can RrvyxoLDs live near RàarUAEL's matchleſs line?“ 


Yes, blinkards] and with egua/ luſtre, ſhine ! 


ODE 
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ODE XI. 


PETER increaſeth in Wiſdom, and adviſeth wiſely — Seemetb 
angry at the Illiberality of Mature in the Afair of his good 
Acquaintance the Lord Hicy CHANCELLOR of ENGLAND 


and Mr. PEPPER ARDEN PETER Zreateth his Readers 
with Love-Verſes of paſt Times. 


Co PV not NATURE's forms, too clo/ely, | 7 


Whene'er ſhe treats your s1T TER, gr0fly : 


For when ſhe gives deformity for grace, "EW; 


Pray ſhow a little mercy to the face. 
Indeed 'twould be but charity to flatter 


Some dreadful works, of ſeeming drunken Wature. 


As for example, —let us now ſuppoſe 


TruRLow's black ſcoul, and PEPPER ARDEx's 24%: 


But 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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[ 52 J 


But when your pencil's powers are bid to trace 


The ſmiles of DEvonsnIRE—DUNCANNON's grace 


To bid the bluſh of beauteous CAM BELI riſe, 


And wake the radiance of * AugusTa's eyes, 


(Gad Muſe, thou art beginning to grow loyal). 

And paint the graces of the Paincess ROYAL : 
Try all your. art—and when your toils are done, 
You ſhow a: /im/y. meteor, for aSun.. 


Or ſhould your ſkill attempt her face and air; 
Who fir'd my heart, and fix'd my. roving eye— 
The Loves who robb'd a world to make her fair,, 


Would quickly triumph, and your art defy. 


Sweet NY MPH |' but reader, take the ſong: | 
Which CyNnTHI1a's charms alone, inſpir' d: 
That left of yore, the poet's tongue, 
When Love, his raptur'd fancy fir'd: 


Second daughter of the King. 


SONG. 
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FROM Ber, alas! whoſe ſmile was love, 
I wander to ſome lonely cell: 

My ſighs too weak the maid to move, 
I bid the fazrerer, HOPE, farewel. 


Be all her Siren arts, forgot, 
That fill d my boſom with alarms : 
Ah! let her crime—a little ſpot, 


Be loft amidſt her b/aze of charms. 


As, on I wander ſlow, my ſighs, 
At ev'ry ſtep ſor Cynthia mourn: 
My anxious HEART within me dies, 


And ſinking, whiſpers, © Oh, return.“ 


Deludedheart l thy folly know — 
Nor fondly nurſe the fatal flame— 

By a4/ence, thou ſhalt loſe thy woe; 
And only flutter at her name. 


O | Readers! 


I 
5 - 
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Readers! I own the ſong of love is ſweet : 
Moft pleaſing to the foul of Zen- PETER: 
Your eyes then, with another, let me treat, 


O gentle Sirs, and in the ſame ſweet metre. 


| 


SONG, 
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S O NG to DEL I A. 


SAY, lonely maid, with down- caſt eye 
O DeL14, ſay, with cheek ſo pale o 

What gives thy heart the length'ned ſigh, 
That tells the world a mournful tale ? 


Thy tears that thus each other chace, 
Beſpeak a boſom ſwell'd with woe: 
Thy ſighs, a ſtorm that wrecks thy peace, 


Which ſouls like /bine ſhould never know, 


O tell me, doth ſome favour'd youth, 
With virtue tir'd, thy beauty light ; 
And leave thoſe thrones of love and truth, 


That lip, and boſom of delight ? 


Perhaps to nyMens of other ſhades, 
He feigns the foft impaſſioned tear, 
With ſongs their eaſy faith, invades, 


That treach'rous won 55 witleſs ear. 


Yet 


o 
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Let not 25% Maps, thy envy move; 
For whom his heart may ſeem to pine— 
That HEART can ne'er be bleſt by Love ; 


Whoſe guilt, could force a pang from thine, 
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ODE XIII. 


Pious PETER acknowledgeth great Obligations to the Reverend 
Mr. MarxTyn LUTHER — Yet lamenteth the Effects of this 
Parſon's Reformation, on Painting, 


E PROTESTANTS owe much to MarTYn LuTHER 
Who found to Heav'n, a ſhorter way and ſmoother ; 
And ſhall not ſoon repay the obligation :— 


MARTYN againſt the Parp1sTs, got the laugh; 


Wuo, as the butchers bleed and bang a ALF 


To whiteneſs—bled and bang'd unto ſalvation: 


As if ſuch drubbings could expel their ſins : 

As if that pow'R, whoſe works, with awe, we view; 
| Grac'd all our backs with ſets of comely ſkins, 
Then order d us to beat them 4/ack and 4/4. 


P | | Well 
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Well then ! we muſt confeſs for certain, 


That much we owe to Mr. Martyn 


Who altered for the better, our religion— 


Yet, by it, glorious eAINTING much did loſe— 
Was pluck'd, poor GoppEss ! like a gooſe ; 
Or, for the rhyme-ſake, like a pigeon. 


Mad at the wrhort or BABVYLON, and BULL ; —9 
Down from the churches, men began to pull 
Pictures, that long had held a loſty ſtation 


3 
Pictures of Salix rs, of pious reputation, 
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For curing by a miracle the ills 
That now fo ſtubborn yield not to devorions, 


But: unto bliſters, boluſſes, and potions, 
That make ſuch handſome pothecaries bills. 


Down tumbled AnTHoNY who preach'd to SpRATS— 
And * HE who held diſcourſes with a Hos, 
That grunting after him, fo us'd to Jog ; 

Came down by favour of long ſticks and bats. 


* Commonly known by the name of Pie AnTHoNnY, | 


The 


[0 1 | 


The Saints who grinn'd on ſpits like ven'ſon, roaſting, 
Broiling on gridir'ns— baking in an oven; 

Or on a fork, like cheeſe of Cheſhire, zoa/ting, 
Or kick d to death, by Satan's hoof ſo cloven, 

All humbled, to the ground were forc'd to fall— 


Spits, forks, and gridir'ns, ovens, dev'l and all. 


Ev'n Saints of poor old England's breeding : 
In wonders, many foreign ones, exceeding ; 
Our hot REFORMEKRs did as rowghty handle: | 


In troth, poor harmleſs ſouls ! they met no quarter ; | 


But down were tumbled, MiracLE and MarTyYx : | 


Put up in lots, and ſold by inch of candle, 


Had we been Papiſts Lord! we ſtill had ſeen 
Devils and Devil's mates, young pimping lyars, 


Tempting the Sluſbing Nuns of frail fifteen, 


, 
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With gangs of ogling, roſy, wanton Friars : 
Which Nuns ſo pure, no love- ſpeech could cajole— 


Who /tarv'd the body, to preſerve the ſoul. 


Then 
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Then had we feen St. Dennis with his head 
Freſh in his hand, and with affection, ki/ing ; 
As if the nob, that from his ſhoulders fled, 
By knife or broad-fword, never had been viſſing: 
Then had we ſeen, upon their friendly coating, 


SAINTS on the waves like gulls and wigeons, floating. 


I've ſeen a SainT on board a ſhip, 
To whom, for a fair wind, the Papiſts pray; 
Well flogg'd from ſtem to ſtern, by birch and whip, 


Poor wooden fellow | twenty times a day: 


Pull'd by the noſe, and kick'd—call'd lubber, owl; 
To make him turn a wind, to fair from foul 1 


And often, this hath brought a proſp'rous gale, 


When pray'rs and curſes, have been found to fail. 


| This, had we Papiſts been, had grac'd our churches, 


Saint, ſeamen, noſe-pulling, kicks, whips and birches. 


ODE 


1 


ODE XIV. 


PETER attacketh the Exotic R. As. 


VI RoyaL Sirs ! before I bid adieu. — 
Let me inform you, ſome deſerve my praiſe : 
But truſt me, gentle Squires, ye are but few 
Whoſe names would not diſgrace my lays : 
You'll ſay, with grinning ſharp ſarcaſtic face, 
We muſt be bad indeed, if that's the caſe— 
Why if the truth I muſt declare ; 


So, gentle ſquires, you really are, 


I'm greatly pleas'd, I muſt allow, 
To ſee the Foreigners beat hollow ; 
Who ftole into that dome the Lord knows how : 


I hope to God no more will follow : 


Who curs'd with a poor ſniv ling ſpirit, 


Were never known to vote for merit— 


* 


Poor 
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Poor narrow-minded imps, 
Hanging together juſt like ſhrimps. 
I own, (fo little they have merited) 
That from yon noble dome, 
Made almoſt an Italian and French home, 


I long to ſee the vermin ferreted. 


Yet where's the houſe, however watch'd by cats, 
That can get rid of all its rats? 

Or, if a prettier ſimile may pleaſe, 

Where is the bed that hath not fleas? 

Or if a prettier ſtill.-What London rugs, 
Have not at times been viſited by gs 2 
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ODE XV. 


PeTER faleth leave — Diſplayeth wonderful Learning —— 
Seemeth ſorry to part with his Readers — Adminiſtereth. 
Crumbs of Comfort. 


M Y deareſt readers! 'tis with grief I tell, 


That now, for ever, I muſt bid farewel !— 


Glad, if an ode of mine, with grins, can treat ye, 


L alzete : 
And if you like the Lyric PETER's oddity ; 
Plaudite. 
Rich as a Jew am I in Latian hre— 


So, claſſic readers „take a ſentence more: 
Pulchrum eft momſtrari digito e, dicier hic eft | 
Says JUVENAL, who lov'd a bit of fame 
In Engliſh—Ab! tis ſweet amongſt the thickeſt 
To be found out, and pointed at by name. 


r 
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To hear the ſhrinking GREAT exclaim, ** that's PRT ER, 
% Who makes much immortality by metre : 
„ Who nobly dares indulge the tuneful whim, 


* And cares no more for Kincs than Kincs for Bim!“ 


Yet one word more, before we part— 
Should any take it grievouſly to heart : 
Look melancholy, pale, and wan, and thin, 
Like a poor pullet that hath eat a pin: | 
Put on a poor deſponding face and pine, 
Becauſe that PETER the Divine, 

Reſolves to give up painting odes:— 


By all the rhyming GobppkssEs and Gops, 


div 


I here, upon a poet's word, proteſt, 
That if, it is the world's requeſt, 


That I again in Lyrics ſhould appear: 
Lo! rather than be guilty of the ſin 


Of loſing GEORGE THE Tr1RD, one SUBJECT 's ſlin, 


My LyRic Baceies ſhall be tun'd next year. 
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